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night. And he looked like some strange creature,
sprung, by a wild Paishacha marriage, of a mixed
inhuman breed.

And after a while, I said : What kind of man art
thou, if indeed thou art a man at all: and whence hast
thou come, to breed mischief .in my city? But he
made no answer. Then I said again : Is it fear that
keeps thee silent, robbing thee of thy faculty of speech,
and seeming to fill thy eyes, as well indeed it might,
seeing that by my orders thou hast just been snatched
from the mouth of death ? And still he made no
answer; looking at me all the while with shifty eyes
and lips that seemed to mock me, being always as it
were on the very verge of utterance that never came,
and fumbling and feeling with his fingers at his pipe.
And at last I said with irritation : Play, then, if thou
canst not speak, and give me a specimen of that skill
of thine, which drives my people mad.

And then, all at once, that lean old mime made
a stride towards me, so sudden and so eager, that
I started against my will. And he put, like a flash
of lightning, his long pipe to his lips, bending forward
as he did so, and fixing his large eyes on mine : and
yet they seemed to look,-not at me, but at something
far away behind him. And as I listened, all at once,
there came from that ..pipe- a strange sound, resembling
the low muttering of many .voices, and the rustling of
innumerable leaves, and" a'pattering as of the rain,